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ESCAPE
(Prelude)
Life is eating itself,
it is eating itself
like a candle
to fill its hungry stomach.
It is eating itself
steadily, slowly,
eagerly and disorderly.
It is counting minutes
in the clock of the heart,
slipping away every moment
like sand from a fist,
dripping from the hole of a pot
like the water of time.
Death is not an occasional guest,
it is a chasing lender!
Death takes birth with birth
and dies with death.
It is lost in the soil
along with this body.
It is a limited journey,
but the petrol is limited.
In a moment, this car
(If there are no accidents before that)
is bound to stop
certainly somewhere
in a deserted forest
or in the middle of a desert.
A car with limited petrol!
There are no measuring rods: